
















On the banks of the Old Mohawk, 

I have,seen for many an hour, 

A lovely child in sunny years, 
While plucking the dewy flowers ; 

Youth sat upon her forehead bright, 
Bewitching as a lark, 

Like a fairy bright she trip’d along, 

On the banks of the Old Mohawk. 








Ah! methinks I see her now, 
With those eyes of fairest blue. 
They told a tale of innocence, 
With her heart so pure and true , 
The witching cadence of her voice 
With melody was fraught, 
Its music sweet ran through my soul, 
On the banks of the Old Mohawk. 


But alas! there came an evil hour, 
And our hearts are lonely now. 
Her eyes grew dim, and the dews of death 
Soon gathered on her brow : 
They decked her form with roses fair, 
And robed in spotless white, 
. She sleeps alone ’neath the flowers she loved, 
2 OS), On the banks of the Old Mohawk. 
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